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Blow off, by obvious accident, The lucky owner's head, If yon love me as I love you What can Life kill or Death undo ?
So long as Death 'twixt dance and dance
Chills best and bravest blood, And drops the reckless rider down
The rotten, rain-soaked khitd, So long as rumours from the North
Make loving wives afraid, So long as Burma takes the boy
And typhoid kills the maid, If you love me as I love you What knife can cut our love in two ?
By all that lights our daily life Or works our lifelong woe,
From Boileaugunge to Simla Downs And those grim glades below,
Where heedless of the flying hoof And clamour overhead,